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Author's Notes: 
Jumping on the G'n'R bandwagon. A dark/abstract piece.. Enjoy, please tell me how | didl 


"I just want somebody to hold me." Tears ran down his cheeks as he screamed out into the night. "I need to 
stay strong, other people need me to stay strong, but | just can't do it! Please.." He crumpled in on himself, 
feeling cold even in the muggy July heat. A soft breeze ruffled his long red hair, but he didn't seem to notice. 
"I just want somebody to notice. To find me. I'm so confused" A soundless sob wracked his frame, the ache in 


his chest growing. 


He felt like he was drowning in the cold water, his plea for help a single hand raised above the surface. He 
could see the sunlight shining down, but not quite reaching him in the dark depths. Only there was no life 


preserver being thrown out to him, nobody was there at all. 


He came into this world alone, and he knew he'd go out of it alone as well. Feeling a hot wave of anger breaking 
through the wall of depression, he screamed. It was full of pain and frustration, and it echoed through the 
night. Nothing answered besides the wind whispering through the trees. 


"Find me." A broken whisper. Louder. "Find me!" Another scream. "FIND ME!" 


He was going insane, alone out here in the woods with no-one to stop it. Eyes wide and blood-shot, breathing 
fast. Getting up and running. To where? Doesn't matter. Just running. Faster and faster and faster, never stop. 


Unseen voices whispering. ‘Go faster’ They say, he listens. 


Everything is white now, a sudden change from the darkness he could see before. A feeling of peace. Safe. Safe 
now. He lets out a shuddering breath, a single tear frozen on his cheek. Where was he? He remembers this 
place. He's seen this before. White. He opens his eyes. Stars. Outside. He can still feel the ache in his chest, but 
now there's someone holding him. He isn't fixed, he's still broken. But time can heal the greatest wounds, or so 
they say. For now he's content to stay here and wait. Maybe someday he'll be able to swim to the surface, 
break through the clouds. Stop pushing away the life preserver that someone is throwing to him, but he 


refuses to see it. 


For now he's ready to stand up and yell back, to throw fists and stay above the surface. He can stay strong, a 


rock. And if he ever starts to drown again, he knows that there's always one person who will save him again. 


